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AMONG THE BEDOUINS

Christian and Moslem, toiling, sweating, in the sun,
while we rode like lords among them.

Mansour, the black slave who had been beaten like a
dog, now superbly mounted on a white mare, with his
gold-embroidered abba and the jewels of his scimitar
gleaming, stretched out his great black paw and a long
arm from which flowed pointed voluminous sleeves of

A GUARDIAN OF CROPS ON THE DESERT
FRINGE

finest muslin, and made a sweeping gesture to indicate
a stretch of fields which must have comprised at least
three hundred acres.

"All this is mine," he said proudly, "and all these
people of the earth-gray faces toil for my increment."

"How did you get it?"

"My uncle gave it me, after I had warded a sword-
thrust from him when the Wahabi came against us in the
south."

I glanced at Mitkhal for confirmation, and he nodded
that it was true.